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and squares of Kiakhta. Skirting the wooden walls
surrounding Maimachin, we find ourselves on a
broad, level piece of ground about six hundred yards
broad, with, on the right hand, a guard-house and
high wooden gates, surmounted by the Imperial
Eagle, while to our left the Chinese flag, hoisted on
to a long red pole, floats in front of the governor
of Maimachin's residence. We are standing on
neutral ground, and in another minute have passed
the Cossack, who from the depths of a black and
white sentry-box, eyes the caravan with a stolid,
indifferent expression, but, curious to relate, does
not ask for our passports. The first stage of our
journey is over. We are in the Russian Empire.